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and a whistling and a sighing like that of shrill winds
singing in the hollow canes, and wandering at night-
time with a melancholy murmur in the creaking
branches of the Dewada"rus on the sides of the Snowy
Mountain, mingled with a rushing like the water of
a stream. And it rose and fell in waves, till it
dinned in my ears like the roar of a mountain
torrent: and then again it died away, vanishing
by slow degrees as it were into the distance, with
a sweetness that brought the tears into my eyes,
and I strained my ears to follow it and catch it
as it went, in agony lest it should be gone. And
so as I listened, lost in an ecstasy of sound,
drowned as it 'were in the boom and the eddies,
and the echoes of that wind-begotten strain, as if
against my will, I closed my eyes. And at that
very moment, I heard the old mime singing, if
indeed it was he that sang. For the tones of
some faint, far-off caressing voice blended and mixed
and twined and twisted and rose and fell with
the sound of the flute, and the drowsy spell of
that sleepy music resembled the noise of humming
bees, soothing the brain of a tired man, resting
at noon by a roadside tree. And that sweet voice
rocked my soul like a breeze, swinging it quietly to
and fro, as it whispered into my ear: Far away
over the Lord of Hills, buried in the deep soft
northern snow, I know of a dark blue pool. Sing
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